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sits there intent, waiting for more. How punctually it
comes for its food now! A long time ago I desired it
very much for a pet. What infinite pains I took to teach
it to come to me! Flow shy it was! Its shadow fell only
in mottled spots here and there in the great house, and I
would have the lights turned low that I might not see the
great white or red splashes of seats that the welcome dark-
ness still failed to hide.

I fed it and fed it and fed it, and I fretted and fumed
when it was not there, and I gave it my best tidbits every
night, every night, all I had. And I was as pleased as a
child when it stamped and barked and growled for more.
So now it has grown plethoric during the last two years
and fills the walls beyond the footlights with its fat shadow
and laps over into the lobbies and stairways. There it is
always at eight, or earlier. And I must be there. I wonder
as I drive down to face it if I can feed it still. My heart
beats and my breath comes short. Ah, I wonder if that
monster has a heart. Is there a great heart in that great
audience ? Does it love me ? Or is it only there to be
fed ? And when I am worn out and drop down, and it
goes out hungry to drag itself elsewhere for its nightly food,
I wonder whether it will bestow a passing thought upon
the little man in the limelight that threw his life to it every
night, every night, across the footlights, to be shredded and
torn and chewed, swallowed, and digested ?

Does it know what I am suffering as I stand there be-
fore the first few words find their way through the dry and
choking passage of my throat ? Do you know what it is
to me to face that monster ? I wonder is it kind to-night,
and in a good humour, or will it quarrel with what I can
give it ? It is always the best I have. I go marketing for
it, and then cook it into some new and fanciful dish, and
make it appetising, and season it and serve it daintily.
What an Epicurean monster! So many heads, with so
many ways of thinking.

How differently do different monsters affect me! The
instant I step into the limelight I know, by some faculty
of perception which is my own, whether the monster is